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*o does Mr. Walden. But my man's in bed with his head 
broke by dirty cops->" 

“Pete got hurt yesterday, I guess, when he was 
fighting drunk,'* Interposed tho young man. Walden. 

"Peto ain’t a drinking man. Mr. Walden, no ho ain't. 
Any man would git downhearted laying 'round tdlo from 
morning till night. He's got to go to tho saloon to git tho 
news; and then he takes a drop, and thoy git to talking, 
and he takes more’n he knows; and they all git excited.” 

"I guess you don't do anything to calm him, Mts. 
Waters. I saw you at every meeting; and I guess you're 
on tho street n good deal.” 

Tho woman bridled, but Hho did not cxplodo again. 
The man In tho red shirt said something about It's bolng 
hard on tho women, too. 

"Of courre. I know you're wanting the news; but If 
you'll do a llttlo washing Instead of running tho streets, 
I’ll glvo It to you," said Walden. 

"And hero's n dollar for tho kids,” said Noll Jones. 

The woman struck tho silver out of his hand, and ran 
down the street. « 

"Your money's got bleed on it, you scab!" she cried; 
"but I'll take tho washing nnd thank you, Mr. Wnlden." 

"She's a silly, violent woman," said Wnlden, with un¬ 
expected heat. 

"Pshaw,'' said Noll, good-naturedly, picking up the 
coin nnd dusting It with his finger tips, "what do I core 
for tho word! Judy's a good woman when she ain't In n 
ond temper. But I’m obliged to you. Mister Reporter, and 
to you Oscar, and"—ho heritnted, while his lips twitched 
Into a smllo that seemed to conceal somo other emotion 
—"It was—say, I’m very much obliged to you, Tom." Ho 
turned to tho tall inan. whoso face flushed darkly ns ho 
dove his hands Into his pockets, looking nwny from Jones' 
outstretched hand. 

"Wo are running this strike In a decent, orderly wny; 
but I won’t shako hnnds with a scab, no matter who ho 
Is!" said he. 

Jones winced, nnd the blood mounted to his forehead; 
hut ho kept tho reins on his temper. "You'll seo that ~ 
different somo dny, I guess." ho replied; "good afternoon; 
I’d ruthor you wouldn’t walk any further with mo, It 
might hurt your reputation." Tho Irony In tho last words 
was tho ohly sign ho gave that Tom's Jeer had cut. 

"I’ll go with you. Noll." said Wnlden. 

"And I, If you’ll let me." said Martin. 

"Thank you, boys.” said Jones; "good-bye, Tom.” 

But Tom's back was swinging down the street. IIo 
made no response. 

Jones nnd the othenr continued their wny, nnd Marlin 
begun to ask questions, prefacing them with nn npology, 
which Noll Jones took In very good part. No, ho didn't 
mind talking about the strike. "My numf'n Noll Jones; 

I guess everybody In Burnside knows me. I'm a roller 
at the Ilurnslde Steel Works, tho only roller who didn't 
strike. They used to call me a good follow, now they call 
me a traitor and a bloody, blnek-hearted scab." Ho 
orrMcd amiably at Walden, who unaccountably sighed. 

"How did you come to stick to the Eurrisldo people 
when tho others went out?" said Martin. 

Noll chuckled; "Well, I guess you'll not understand 
much bettor'n I do. If I do tell you; und I ain't got It qulto 
to rights In my own head, yet. It wasn’t exactly because 
tho hoys nro making kinder too Mg demands—though I 
guess they nr.*; still, I got a guod-slxcd pile laid up, and I 
can afford to lay by a few months well enough, stay 
quiet, wenr my good clothes, nnd keep off the street, nnd 
suro to git back when tho strike's over and nobody feel¬ 
ing hard. 'Noll Jones, ho wasn't In none of the rowa.' 
Kn.vs tho officers, 'lio was all for law and order'; und 'Old 
Nn|l Jones, ho walked right out with tho buys,’ says tho 
boys; and It would bo friendly nil 'round. And 'nuff sight 
castor for mo nnd Nanny—she's my daughter, all tho 
child I got. and her mn’s dead. And 'taln't that I mind 
the subscribing to the fuhds I'd havo to do; I’ve always 
lived free nnd had something to throw In when they 
pnKsed the hnt. Ain’t I, Oscar?" 

"That's right," said Oscar. 

"No, twnsn't any of them things. But you see I 
worked In tho Burnside mill ever slnco wo coma over 
from Wales, me u llttlo kid of 12. And I’m G2 year old. 

I wua tliero when old Foster Burnside owned the workn.. 
Say, he wns a good man. I know him well. He’d often 
Ktop nnd give mo a word, passing. I guess It's a bud Job 
he's dead. too. The wlddcr sold the works to his cousins, 
lilm having no child to speak of—Jest a lawyer." 

"Judgo Foster BurnalJc is n great lawyer, you know," 
Marlin Interposed. 

"Muybe, maybe. Nlco man, too: but no 'count for a 
stool mill. No doubt, though, lawyers has their plncc. 
But he didn't know rounds from ovals, nnd when he'd 
come In to see the mill, I was scared to death lost he'd 
git burned—never seemed to know which way to Jump! 
So the works went to the second cousins ond some other 
fellers. I ain't finding fault, but things haven't gone like 
they used to; there's about twico n* many men and all 
sorts of now kinks with electricity nnd Cod kndwa what 
not: but I ain't seen the president to spenk to three times, 
und most times we've had some kind of a dispute going 
on. But tho superintendent, he's tho same, nnd ho asked 
me, personally, would I stick to 'em. I says, 'Sco hero. 
If 1 stick to you. you know they'll call mo a scab and 
my girl's mates won't speak to her and I wouldn't l>o so 
bad shunned If I had the smallpox'—ain't that richt, 
Oscar?" 

Walden nodded. 

" 'Now,' I rays to him, 'If I rlfk that nnd they don't 
kill me or break my legs or blow mo up, some way, ami I 
stand by you and the firm, for tho sake of old times, will 
you and the firm stand by me? Or will you make a kind 
of pe<icg offering of mo to git the boys back?' Says he, 
'You stand by us, Noll, and, by God; wo'11 stand by you.’ 
And there was the picture of the bid man. old Foster 
Burnside, hanging up In tho office, nnd I kinder looked up 
at It. for 1 thought nn awful lot of tlm old man; nnd I 
nayr. ‘There's my hand on It, I’ll stick to you. no matter 
what tho boys say.' And three of tho boys on tho eight- 
inch, Henry Wiser. Stumpy Dix, and Patsy Doornan, they 
stuck to. njo; but Long Tom, ho wont out with the boys. 
Ami I’m sorry to say. wo had words first." 


fclE strike had Its edge on 

B when Martin Wallace enmo 
to'Burnside on hlo first de¬ 
tail ns a reporter. 

"Clear caso of pull." 
snarled tho man who had 
expected tho assignment; 
"well, he'll mako n holy 
mess of It!" 

But theroln ho was 
wrong twice. It was not a 
caso of Influence, although 
Martin's father was a groat 
friend of tho proprietor; It 
was given tho young fellow 

_ *•> — %. because one of tho editors 

««■—r lifl I |j|l|l|l 11 had taken a fancy to his 

— nmlll Ktorles In tho "Harvard Ad- 

rc!gjsc vocatc." Neither did Martin 

- . nr xjT y I 11 [U make a mess of tho Burn- 

jlBlll |||l|| lu ||f”Eg plde strike. For tho latter 
_‘fV*£criin l | Mlll.i'it iitll good fortune he hud old 

Oliver Jones to thank, at 
least in part. I-Io made 
Oliver's acquaintance his first afternoon In town. Tho 
Ftrlkn HUH two weeks old Hint dny. which was tlmn 
•nough for tho .mull tradesmen Id ho looking sharply after 
credits, and the wives to ho ordering cautiously; time 
enough far tlia lino of policemen bristling outsldo tho 
great dingy hulk or tho steel mills to have grown odious 
• ml menacing; time enough for tho conseless clatter of 
the rolls, day nnd night, night nnd day, to taunt tho kilo 
men; “You are gone, but we don't nap! We won't stop!" 
end time enough for the painted shy bohlnd tho black 
thlmnoyg to glow a baleful sign or blood nnd war. Martin 
Missed dozens of sullen groups on his wny down tho 
s'lde. shady village street that ended In tho "mill dis¬ 
trict." He heard snatches or wild talk at every corner. 

Ono young man's face arrested him. It wns because 
t was the only r.iee that lie Imd seen that wns not low- 
trlng; this face was sltnpiy sail. 

"Well, how's tho strike?" said Marlin, while his quick 
lyes took In all the young man's six feet of splendid mus- 
tlvs nnd Ids curly brown bend. Ills features worn rather 
lellente for such a lilt; follow. Ills eyes were small, hut 
rery bright, nnd of that sensitive gray which takes tho 
hue of tho light and tho moment's feeling.' IIo gave Mar¬ 
lin n quick, unresponsive el.ance In return. On his part, 
scrimps, he look In tho oilier man’s well-cut clothes, his 
illglit stature, hin limp, nnd his reporter's pad. 

"It's on,” said ho. coldly. 

"Are you follows going to win?" 

"I .don't know." 

"I say''—Martin laughed, with n sudden friendliness 
n Ids face—"Hint Isn't the answer I expected. Cut mnybo 
>ou aren't one or the strikers?" 

"I'm 11 striker fnst enough, but I'm not Ond Almighty; 
mil I guess lie'I the only one can tell how things nro 
joins t'l shape themselves at this stngo of tho game." 


I’LL FIGHT YE; I AIN’T AFRAID 
OF YE! TAKE THAT WORD 
BACK!’’ HE SCREAMED 


snide lawyers that go nosing round for dnmnga suits, nnd 
wanted mo to suo tho company. I told him to get out. 
for It wasn't tho company's fault. No inoro It wan; mln- 
uto they suspected that pipe they went to fixing It. nnd 
It turated. I don't know how It got to tho old man. hut 
It did, nnd ho was awful pleased nbout It. Ho wanted 
to put up n stono to Foster; but I told him I wasn't poor; 
T could put yp stones to my children. 'I'll not forget tho 
decent wny you've acted. Noll.' rays he. and ho shook 
bonds with me. Tho old man was always square. Do 
you know, ho put up n waili room for tho men to wash 
up for their dinners, with tables and chairs ns well ns 
lookers and wash pines*, mu I ho hail It called tho Foster 
R. Jones room. Tho words nro painted over tho door. 
And long's ho lived he sent papers nnd mngazlncs there 
for the men to rend." 

"And since ho died, you havo been sending them your¬ 
self," said Oscar. 

"'Ccpt whnt you Bend." retorted Noll, with a grin; 
“hut this nln't what I wns going to tell you. You sco, 
■bout this time my wife died; nnd there was Jest Nanny 
mid me. It wns a mighty rough lime; my wlfo was an 
awful good woman. And I always tried to remember It. 
I cut loose In tile mill, sometimes, when things Is aggra¬ 
vating. but they never heard mo swear at home—well'f— 
as n flicker kindled In Oscar's grave eyes—"dnmn. now ond 
then, that ain’t nothing, thnt might slip out mo not know¬ 
ing. lint I mean I was particular. And there never was 
n kinder wife. So there was only Nanny nnd mu left, and 
you can believe wo think nn awful lot of each other. I 


"'Mi that he brushed off, as one who did not seek 
bilk; lai did not so much as turn his head to Mnrtln's "I 
hear you are very orderly—" 

•'I'irtlii g.ivo Ills attention to tho people on tho streets. 
I'lio nnitloi'ed groups were slowly drifting In ono illreo- 
Ihui, toward tho river, toward the steel works. Tho crowd 
lined up nn the sidewalk opposite the long stockade that 
was n background for the patrol of police; It lined tho 
itrcol—olid waited. 

l'roaontly the big rod gates swung open nnd n llttlo 
company of pollen mnrelicd out. Martin fett Ids pulses 
(ricking. The crowd was like a hound In a leash straln- 
m; forward..then hauled hack by soma Invisible forco. 

"The vcaloi Is coming!” screamed a child's pipo. 

Uelihiil Ilia blue ranks Martin could sco the new men. 
Some of tin in wore farmers' lads, young, awkward, but 
undismayed, defying the scowling faces and Insulting ges- 
Hires. Tho others had hi cached faces nnd linttg-dog eyes, 
Mid slunk togetlier. "They must have raked tho slums," 
thought, .'filf.tlji. Aviist surprised him very much was tho 
inlet of iho crowd; they scratched their wrists and yelled 


"That's all right, Mr, BInkc," said Noll. "I naked him 
to come. I guess I know what you wanted to sco mo 
about The hoys will como hack If you'll lay mo off. And 
you got Homo big orders. And tho hoys linvo given up 
consldernhlo, anil It's losing a lot of money not to throw 
ino over. Ain't thnt It?" 

Dlnke was nn elderly man. with a florid, good-natured 
fnco, that reddened moro deeply at Noll's words. "It's 
hitter medicine to lake. Noll," said he: "but I'm helpless. 
Hut I'll find Just os good a Job for you soinowhero else. 
Sorry don't count much, hut I nm snrrlor nbout tills than 
1 ever wns In my life-sit down, Noll." 

Noll wns standing, boili his hands on nn office clmlr; 
It wns almost ns If lie needed the chair to mako him keep 
erect, nnd there were hluo nnd white lines nt*out his 
mouth; hut ho straightened himself nnd answered stead¬ 
ily: "No. thank you, I got to ho going. I won't como 
hack, then. Good morning." 

Ho nodded his head, und walked very straight to the 
door, but soniothtng must liavo blurred Ids eyes, for lio 
ran Into tho easing nn one side, lifctnntly recovering him¬ 
self and stepping bnck. 

tllako hml Jumped up nnd was nt Ills side. "Won't you 
como hack a minute? I fool llko sin over this; 1 do; I'm 
sick!' I.ct mo show you tho loiter I've written-" 

"Tomorrow," rahl Noll; "I uln't well." 

Ho put Ills hand up uncertainly to Ills head, moving 
the head Itself slowly from aldo to side. Ills eyes, which 
were vory dull, rested a second on the portrait of Hurn- 
sldo on tho wall, wlillo a kind of spasm eoavulsed his 
faeo; It was only for the spneo or nn eyc-bllnk, however, 
ond Instantly ho braced his muscles anil walked out of tho 
door. Martin had Ids arm about him all tho Unto, a sup¬ 
port of which he did not appear to ho conscious. Ilo wns 
walking quite firmly nnd of his own strength until thoy 
reached the sidewalk. Then, without warning, ho swayed 
heavily ngulnet Martin, nnd It wns nil tile young man 
could do to let him slip by degrees to tho ground. There 
he lay like o log. and Martin's first gllmpso of his purplo 
red fnco made lilm cry out for help. It was Tom Neal 
who was waiting mid lifted tho unconscious man; but two 
or three pollcomon cnino nt the same moment, and pres¬ 
ently Oscar Walden,' very pnlo nnd grim. 

Thoy sent for a 1 doctor: hut heforo ho could como, Noll 
opened his eyes. His first motion was to fed his throat 
and tho loosened collar, his next to dash tho water off his 
dripping hair; then ho struggled to rise, gurgling, "You 
let me up. I ain't hurled had, I can fight!" 

"Noll, you lay still. It's all right," Tiluhborod Long Tom, 
suddenly beginning to cry; "lost old Tom. I was a fool 
to bo mad with you, Noll, and If you only forgive mo, I'll 
go oft West with you and work In a black-sheep mill. I 
will by-1" 

Noll wriggled out of his grnsp, and Btruak feebly at 
Oscor on tho other side. 

"I'll fight ye, 1 ain't afraid of you! Take tho word 
hack!" ho screamed, 

"Oh, LordI he don't know us," groaned Oscar. 

• • • • 

Martin Wallace culled by nppolntmont on tho presi¬ 
dent or tho Burnside Sleol works. He found him a young 
man of nttruatlvo appearance, but, In splto of his man-of- 
the-World air, struggling with considerable agitation. Tho 

« ont plunged Into his subject at oneo. Ho purposed 
ght find fault with the article that Mr. Wallace hud 
written on the conclusion of the Burnside strlko. but—• 
"You have seen Judge Foster Burnside, and know It’s 
all true," Interrupted Martin. 

"That's It, Mr. Wallace. It places mo In n-ln a coh- 
fUBedly emburrnsslng position. I can nsHuro you, until 
1 saw Foster and knew about thin rollor, I didn’t roallZo 
why Blako mudo nuah a racket about him. I am not tho 
kind of a man this would imply. 3 simply wanted to net 
out of a disastrous struggle the best way possible. I did 
not understand that our word, was engagcil. I supposed 
nn equivalent Job would make It fill right. So wo all did. 
Now,-I'm told lie wus so cut up that lio nnd n stroke of 
apoplexy, and that ho wus u very good fellow. Tan t there 
some wny to get this mess cleared up? You can see It Is 
clearly Impossible for us »o tuko him back here. But I will 
buy his house hero, myself, for a good advance on whal 
he paid, and I'll get him Just ns good a Joh in n brunch 
mill. Can't you see him for mo and mako aomo arrange- 
meat? You understand, don't you, hqw cursed mean I feel 
nbout It?" 

"I iinfioratand," sultl Martin, gravely, ''hut 1 don't seo 
what cun bo fipno. Noll. Jones la In tho Hunter In,ana 
Asylum, and God wily linen's wild tar Ihurs ,Vi any chonoli 
vi W- nocuvery." 


glvo Nanny a good education, but oho got It right hero, 
slic'd never go away to school; and there's a young man 
studying for a doctor wants to marry her. Anil I tell 
you I was scared, ho sat around In the parlor eo much, 
and wns so particular to call me 'Mister Jones.' und 
laughed so hard nt my Jokes; hut Nanny never took to 
lilm: she took to Oscar, who had always played with hor. 
She mado a Joke of It. 'I'm going to marry money, pa.' 
says she, 'not position. I'm going to lake Oscar, who can 
mako more money Ilian any of thorn. And a steel worker 
can bo Just ns good a gontloman ns anybody.' She's 
right, too; sleol workers nro a nwful pleasant, nlco lot 
of fellows." ■ 

Marlin thought of tho scene 'round tho corner. Noll 
looked ut him sharply anil laughed. "Why. you don't call 
thnt anything, down tliorr," with u Jerk of his thumb 
over his shoulder: "that nln't nothing. Besides, a strike's 
Jest war; und folks leso their heads In a war. Why. ihoy 
wanted Oscar to break with Nanny 'cause eho wns n 
scab's daughter. Ilo had to lick two fellers before they 
saw things right. Lots of 'em objected 'cause ho comes 
to the house, but ho rays ho's going to seo his sweet¬ 
heart nt lier father's houso and lie's going to treat his 
father-in-law decent.” 

"I would be a pretty poor^ry for n man If I did any¬ 
thing; else," said Oscar. e 

The other man looked at him with a frank affection 
that touched the young reporter; fresh from his collcgo 
friendships; ho cleared hla throat before ho spoke. "Oh, 
Oscar's all right. Nanny and I would bo kinder lone¬ 
some. wasn't for Oscar. Well, hero's tho house." 

Tho yard was largo and In good order. Tho house 
stpod far back from tho street, a pretty wooden house, 
newly painted, with fanciful windows and a wldo disk of 
piazza. A bent and grizzled old man. so decrepit ono 
would not expect to seo him working anywhero outsldo of 
a street-cleaning gang, wns pottering over tho lawn. 

"Hullo, where's Ross?" exclaimed OBcnr. "They 
(Adn't—" 

"Oh. yes. they did," said Noll, grimly. "Wlfo nnd 
■loven children to keep; but couldn't stand it working for 
a scab, ho said. So Nanny got old Flint, who nln't much 
to work, but ut least they can’t coax him away. And 
thoy got the girl off. too. Yes. Nanny’s given that girl 
I don't know how much clothes for her wedding. She 
wn? going to marry, Mr. Wallace, marry a feller used to 
ho n rooster for the Burnsides, and struck with tlio other 
boys. He got pretty full and como round to her mat.bun- 
day, nnd told Mary she'd got to quit us or he U quit her. 
You know how he'd talk. So she cried all night, nnd alan t 
put her clothes to mhU. and after breakfast she come to 
Nanny, nnd Nanny advised her to go and not have troublo 
with her young man. Come In." 

"But you haven’t got any girl, nnd-— . 

"Don't you suppose Nanny can cook n supper. But 
we've got a girl. Jest in from Lite country and got a 
brother 'mong tin- new in*n. Mr. Wallace. 1 don t llko to 
urge you. for folks might make It uncomfortublo If you 
came, but I'd be glad to see you." 

Martin hud not thought to go further, but tho last sen¬ 
tence was like a spur to the young fellow ? mettled spirit. 
He answered promptly. "If my coming will not Incon¬ 
venience Miss Jones. 1 shall bo glad to come. Mr. Jones. 

"That's- right-all but the Mr. Jone9; Iny friends all 
call me Noll." 

"And mine call me Marlin." said the young fellow. Im¬ 
pulsively. , 

Jon t'l held out his hand, and Murtln shook It; and thus 
the pact wns formed. . . ... 

Martin found Nanny a pretty, modest young girl, who 
look.*d like hundreds of young American girls In her strooc 
suit, but who bad a soft Welsh voice. The supper was 
well co-.k-q mu| well served; and Martin's welcome wa9 
*•' warn* that It touched him. IBs heart opened to these 
simple, frank muitli* who were to glad to see him. And 
the moro readily that, through all tho good cheer arid 
gaiety and affection of the three, he seemed to hear the 
heavy stvp ..j invisible, but ever approaching danger. 1c / 
sounded whenever he detected Nanny s veering the sub¬ 
ject If it Moked toward ihe strike; ft sounded whenever 
lie caught Oscar's melancholy clar.ee on its way to Ilia 
*wceth'.t• r _ averted face, lie had to put the’fancy out 
ot hia head by forco. Then h$ enjoyed the evening. But 


striker, hia 


Marlin began to laugh at their antlos, but suddenly 
uttered an exclamation: "Thunder! that's Nolll 

Simultaneously, one of tho Imps stumbled ana fell, 
and like a thunderbolt the nunmer was upon him. ino 
rase In the Welshman's face shocked Martin, who was 
near enough to see what a llttlo creature It wan that no 
was choking, and even to perceive tho child's face wimon 
and his bony llttlo chest pant. But Noll bared Ids tooth 
at him with a grin of hate. "Will vou call me seabf 

Will you. yu little-1" ho bellowed. 

Tho bov struggled to speak, but the breath meroly 
whistled through his nostrils. Noll must havo felt his 
heart pounding against his ribs. "Was you or.o of tho 
boys cluuiod Johnny and tried to meal my dinner? 


b.aw you. I'd ought to lambust you well! aicnrt-snuKinff 
pause during which the boy sobbed aloud.) "I would If 
vou wasn't to little. You tell your father, If you vo got 
one, he won't git ofr so easy if he trie? that name on me. 
Now. show me how you can run!" ... 

He Hung the boy oft, and stood sombrely watching |»lm 
scamper after ills comrades as fast as his limp legs would 
lei Aim. At Mnrtln'u hall, ho turned, bristling, Ids fists 
ufl; it was n second lieforo ha recognized the face, then 
he forced a sorry smile. "Hullo, I’m glad to,see you. 
Same old story, you see. mo Kitting mad. I've llckod five 

men this last week. By - I won't stand 'em slinging 

time word at me!" 

lib words gave Marlin u chill; this wua n««- Uu».tovl»‘ 






